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months of winter ahead, and practically no supplies
for the dozen families of the little village.  I shall never
forget the confidence of the patriarch of the settlement,
Uncle Jim, whose guest I was. The fact  that we were
without butter, and that "sweetness"  (molasses) was
low, was scarcely even noticed.   I remember as if   it
were yesterday the stimulating tang of the frosty air
and the racy problem of the open sea yet to be covered.
The bag of birds which we had captured when we had
driven in for shelter from the storm made our dry-diet
supper sweeter than any Delmonico ten-course dinner,
because we had wrested it ourselves from the reluc-
tant environment.  Then last of  all came the general
meeting in Uncle Jim's house at night to ask the Lord
to open the windows of heaven for the benefit of the
pathetic little group on the island. Next morning the
first thing on which our eyes lighted was the belated
trader, actually driven north again by the storm, an-
chored   right in the harbour.   Of course   Uncle  Jim
knew that it would   be there.  Personally, I did not
expect her, so can claim no credit for the telepathy;
but if faith ever did work wonders it was on that oc-
casion.  There were laughing faces and happy hearts as
we said good-bye, when my dainty little lady spread her
wings to a fair breeze a day or so later.

The gallant little Sir Donald did herself every credit
the following year, and we not only visited the coast
as far north as Cape Chidley, but explored the narrow
channel which runs through the land into Ungava Bay,
aad places Cape Chidley itself on a detached island.

There were a great many fishing schooners far north
that season, and the keen pleasures of exploring a truly
marvellous coast, practically uncharted and unknown,
were redeemed from the reproach of selfishness by thes go hand in hand. On one of my dogroportionately hazardous.id ofws would not go out fishing, but wearer
